His flow of purple Pashtu invective was
nothing short of amazing. His eyes flashed fire,
and he kicked people right and left. We used
to marvel-at him. \Vhat a New York subway
guard that man would have made !

Poor Boots and Spurs got very little rest while
we were at the court of the Amir. I have no
doubt that we were much less likely to have our
throats slit in the name of Allah by a gba%i9 or
Moslem fanatic, while he was with us, but he
stuck to us so tenaciously that we tried now and
then to give him the slip. If you have ever been
shadowed for days by a sleuth, you will appre-
ciate how we felt. Sometimes, when an unex-
pected invitation would come to dine out, we
would silently slide down the balustrade from
the second floor, instead of using the stairs, leap
into the car and whiz out of the grounds. But
Boots and Spurs certainly "knew his onions",
as Chase used to say. You could not lose him !
Never once did he fail to take a short cut and
catch us, albeit at the sacrifice of much Oriental
dignity and sometimes minus an article or two
of raiment.

But I must get back to that first evening in
Kabul, after our chilly reception. We were